photography, sculpture 

tube 'differance' 

our work on photography, in a sculpture project, is not an experiment, it documents our working 
sessions in these cities (it seems that everything has already been saved in these cities, or 
not?). ..without piling up photogenic cities, in one intimate moment of life, sentimentally, illusory, 
nostalgic, we were building domain of an internal, document of lost city, our city, inner city, 
-symmetrical, hermetic, -ontological city, -intuitive, seeking for, -photograph, photograph-city, that 
ideal photo(graphic) opposition (of camera)... soul-city, meta-city, metaphor-city... 

city, life, construction, disappearing in pixels, in data units, -photograph of abyss, fall into a tube, 
loss in the tube, (through the lens), symmetrical from the center, spreads to limits of lens, of (an) 
eye, ontological and hermetic, (closed) in a circle of photograph, of the photographs... and of 
course, -the optics, mechanism of the past, tube -'differance'... 

where exactly do we interchange with the city, city with us, (why ontological) metaphor of the city, 
photograph of the metaphor, 

what do we photograph, is it a substitute 

is it sumblimation, -exchange of photograph is methodical, organized or not, but by all means is 

an intimate sort of inner exchange between real and real (reality) of the real (real 2 )... 

and at the end, rober Robin or Robinson, -square island, square heart-square, squared heart... 



field of vision, that closes, that frames, and at the same time calls on the brink and outside of it, 
look with a field of vision that goes around to infinity, look of the one inside yourself, and never 
the look of another... 

gravity 

Look that transcends, probes and comes back, which is a part of a body, look that defies all the 
gravity, that is liberated, easily movable, look that is quantum, look of infinity, lost, fictitious, 
unreal... look that transcends, probes, explores and comes back (searching for the evidence 
about us, our existence) with all of the forces by it's side, disagreeing with every gravity... it seems 
that this easiness (of the look) responds to the lightness of the photography, her quick (just like 
that) genesis, genesis without gravity, -futile attempt (homeland of space and time) to legalize 
repetition. Photography set through optics, through the optic front sight, like the only real (non- 
real) view of what's been seen, (look through the lens) like touching ourselves, us on the other 
side, outside of the lens, field of vision, us outside the frame, seeming unreally large behind the 
lens, - looking through vast fluid of the lens, large little things, (non(non-conversions)... 

Why is there always something that escapes our thought, our scope, our frame, optic front sight, 
field of vision, our view, our hope that the unseen will be found... 

from poetry to the theory (territory) of photography, 
towards photography 

poetry, non(non-photograph), 'poesie brute', raw poetry, -sort of sublimation, sub-poetry, Pleynet, 
parergon about automatic poetry, about the movement that can not be controlled with large 
formats, about freedom with larger (minimal) -huge world that fits into small world by conversion of 
an optic front sight, grasp of automatics from huge unconsciousness (beyond us), that movement 
is the same huge movement that revokes gravity of the thought that's ahead, and exploring (it 
self) above all, that huge glance mocked the conscious(ness) yet again, photograph can be the 
fact of mocking, of that escape, of unconsciousness of the conscience, reversed philosophy of 
conscience... vectorization, what is the vector of the lens and objects, everything would be 
limited, strange - somewhere at the beginning of the last century we carried black boxes and the 
world was trapped inside of them, yet another transgression of the world, - we grasped two worlds 
in our hands, large and small, outer and inner, and ourselves in that same relation - large and 
small, carried away by ourselves - large and small, dark (black) cube - undefined, that closes the 
world and turns into it's own shadow, into frame... 



kiss of love, medusa's kiss 

medusa's look, monadic fear... substances, photography, revelation, about beaches of 'Cabo de 
gata', "Pasolini in a frying pan"... 

medusa's kiss on my upper left arm, tattoo, -discharge of the substance, communication with the 
victim -occasional or an encounter, communication of substances, of biological matter, bodily 
conversations, epidermal and palpatio. .. beautiful day!, gorgeous beach, absolutely metaphysics, 
almost without movement, without action... white!, desert!, crystal blue sea, and medusa on my 
arm, poison in a form of drawing, revelation!, as a warning! -space can be active, but the static 
look is a scary one, like astounded fact... 

in the beginning the thing was super sensitive, it took a long time, sensibility of the drawing then 
disappears, leaving only tattoo image on arm, red!, later it changes into scramatic, it swollens, 
image becomes palpatio, plastic, touchable, reliefed if you fell it, and again -the warning! -day 
wouldn't be complete without me, perfect without (daily) photogram ... world could be beautiful in 
action, but photograph is an astounded view, picture of the action, fear of the end of the world, of 
the world that stopped, astounded world, monadic world... 



